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BLIMPS ON THE  COAST

HPHE day after war has broken out, Richard
JL points to six barrage balloons which are
visible from our cottage. Fantastic aerial mon-
sters, they have crept one by one from South-
ampton round the coast. The next day the
British bomb the Kiel Canal, and at night, in
expectation of reprisals, a brilliant constellation
of searchlights competes with the stars above
Galshot. Standing outside our cottage in the
darkness scented by damp earth and heather, we
watch a dozen luminous pencils crossing and re-
crossing each other over the sea ten miles
away.

In a few days' time, local rumours of air-
raids percolate through our village. London,
Portsmouth, Southampton, are said to have
been bombed, "but of course it wasn't on
the wireless." Vigorously my young cook-
housekeeper expresses her disapproval of these
"jitterbugs".

"I'm not going over to B. any more," she tells
me. "They spend the whole time there working
each other up with horrible tales. I'm not going
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